BARBARIAN STORIES

once Lallek found herself following, chasing the wind,
with stamp and clash of boot and sword and quiver.
Suddenly the music stopped and the two dancers
were left poised, facing one another. Said the fair girl:
'You must know who I am now - Yanivi, the Moun-
tain Queen! But who are you? Because you too are a
dancer/

Tanivi! I'm Lallek.'

They knew one another then; they laughed and
cried on one another's shoulders, and crouching to-
gether behind a pillar, holding hands, Lallek told
Yanivi her story. Yanivi listened, sometimes with a
nod or a question, sometimes fingering the thick
linen of her sister's dress. *I can't show you any way
out,' she said, 'I told him I'd stay for a month, and
stay I must. I get these out of it' - she jingled the
sapphires - 'as many as I ask for. But there's no one
to see me dance - I don't count him - and I hate it.
The month will be up soon; you couldn't get out
instead of me, could you?' - she looked critically at
Lallek - *No, you couldn't; he'll see me himself
just before I go, and you aren't really like me. Your
hair is like, and your eyes, but you're not Yanivi,
you couldn't get all the princes on their knees to you.
Not that I wouldn't fall in love with you myself* . . .
Lallek, haven't you really had any lovers yet?'

Poor Lallek gave a great sob at that: 'Oh, Yanivi!
aren't you going to try and help us?'

'I am/ said Yanivi> 'but I don't think the same way
you do. Lallek, you are beautiful, now that I look ai
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